uncle, has been ill with his wound again. That wound
is the cause of half the trouble really; he can't get about
and look after things. Every now and again in the
autumn the wound breaks out. It did so some weeks ago,
and the nephew had to postpone his going. The
nephew's another cause of the trouble. The Emperor
is training him to succeed him as Emperor. The Emperor
Justinian, eh? Well, all the Most Illustrious and the sons
and daughters of the great they writhe at the thought;
they loathe Justinian."

"He's not a private soldier or a camp-follower. Does
he ask the ladies out to penn'orths of whelks?"

"They'd like him better if he did. No, he's a scholar.
He's always with old priests and old lawyers, reading
old Gospels and old Law. He's a newcomer here, and
no one so far has a good name for him. Of course, you
wouldn't expect those feudal people to like a scholar;
they'd prefer a charioteer, or a pugilist, or a man who
trains performing dogs. But even the Church people
dislike him; they like a good Orthodox chap who will
persecute a heretic. They say he always sees both sides
of the question. Then, of course, he's new here. He is a
provincial, just come to town. He does not know how
he off ends. To give you an instance. A certain lord to
whom I'd been of service asked me to the Autumn
Races. I don't belong to that world, thank God, but I
went, I always do. I was near some great people who
were running teams, and they were watching the Prince
who was in the royal box. The Prince never once looked
at the races. He looked down once or twice as the cars
went to the parade, then he went through State reports
all the time. These lords who were watching said, cLook
at the fellow. Look at him there. Insulting the whole
nobility'. It is one little thing, but it shows you. He did
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